FRANCIS OF ASSIST
Praised be my Lord for our sister, the moon, and for
the stars, the which He has set dear and lovely in heaven.
Praised be my Lord for our brother, the wind, and
for air and clouds, calms and all weather by the which
thou upholdest life in all creatures.
Praised be my Lord for our sister water, who is very
serviceable unto us and humble and precious and dean.
Praised be my Lord for our brother fire, through
whom thou givest us light in the darkness; and he is
bright and pleasant and very mighty and strong.
Praised be my Lord for our mother, the earth, the
which doth sustain us and keep us, and bringeth forth
divers fruits and flowers of many colors, and grass.
Praised be my Lord for our sister, the death of the
body, from which no man escapeth. Woe to him who
dieth in mortal sin! Blessed are they who are found
walking by thy most holy will, for the second death
shall have no power to do them harm.
Praise ye and bless the Lord, and give thanks to Him
and serve Him with great humility.
This canticle still stands among the finest outpourings
of man in appreciation of nature. The friars sang it
on street corners throughout Italy and the rest of
Europe. It became their most popular hymn. The
superstitious, whose minds were always fixed upon
mirades and other-worldly events, could never quite
understand that there was more of the real Francis in
that cantide than in all the miracles ascribed to him.
With the cantide itself Francis soon worked a minor
mirade of some social consequence. One day a feud
of long standing between the bishop of Assisi and the
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